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CHAPTER TIX

Suddenly he beard a shout and the trampling
of borse. The s:des of the loft were scantily
bosrded to allow the extension of the pent-up
grain, and between the interstices Ford, with-
out being himself ssen, had an uninterrupted
view of the plain between him and the line of
willows. As he gazed, five men Lhurriedly issued
from the extreme left and ran towards the
barn. MeKinsiry aod his followers simultane-
ously broke from the same covert further to
the right and galleped forward to intercept
them. Bat although mounted, the greater dis-
tance they bad to traverse brought them to the
rear of the buildiog only as the Harrison party
eams toa sudden halt befors the closed and
barrieaded doors of the usually defenseless
barn. The discomfiture of the latter was
greeted by a derisive shout from the McKinstry
party—aibeit, equally astonished. Batin that
brief moment Ford recoguizad in the leader of
the Harrisons the wellknowa figure of the
sheriff of Tuolumpe. It needed only this to cap

the climax of the fatality that secmed to pursue
bhim. He was no longer a lawless ovposer of
equally lawleas foress, but De was actually re-
sisting the law itself. FHe undersiood the sitoa-
tion now. It was soms idiotic blunder of Uncle
Ben's that had precipitated this attack.

The belligerents had already cocked their
weapons, altbough the barn was stili a rampart
between the parties. But znadroit flanker of
MeKinatry's, ereeping through the tall mustard,
managed to take up an enfilading position as
the Harrisons advanced to break in the door.
A threatening shout from the ambuscaded
partisans caused them to hurriedly fali back
towards the rear of the barn, There was a
pause, and then began the usual Homerie chafl.
With this Western difference that it was
eunningiy intended to draw the other's fire.

“Why don't you blaze awav at the door, you
—— ——! ]t won't hart ye!’

““He's afraid the bolt will shoot baek!" Laugh-
ter from the McKinsirys

“Come ouater thé tali grass and show yourself,
vou black, mud-eating copher.”

“He can's. He's dropped his grit and is
sarchin’ for it.” Goading laughter from the
Harrisons.

Each man waited for that single shot whieh
would precipitate the ficht. Even in their law-
lesaness the rude instinet of the duelio swayed
them. The officer of the law recognized the
prineiple as well as its practical advantage in a
collision, but he besitated to sacrifice one of his
men io ao attack on the barn, which would
draw the fire of McKinstry at that necessarily
fatal range. As a brave man he would have
ta'ken the risk himself, bat as & prodent one,
he reflected that his burriedly collected posse
were all partisans, and if be fell the conflict
would resolve itself into a parely partisan
struggle without a single unprejudiced witness
to justify his conduet in the popular eye. The
master also knew this; it had checked his first
impulse to come forward as a mediator; his only
reliance now was on Mrs. MeKinstry's restraint,
aud the sheriffa forbearance. The pext instant
both seemed to be imperiled.

“Well, why don't you wade inl" sneered Dick
McKinstry, ‘““who do you reckon’s hidden in the

.barnl"‘ ;

“I'll tell ye,” said a harsh, passionate voice
from the bill side. *It's Cressy McKinstry and
the schoolmaster hidin’ in the hay.

Both partl turned quickiy toward the in-
truder, who approached them unperceived.
But the speech was followed by & more startling
revulsion of sentiment as Mrs. McKinatry's
Iv)oivo rang out from the barn, “You lie, Seth

avis!”

The brief advantage offered to the sheriff in
Davis's advent as aneutral witness was utterly
lost by this unlooked-for revelation of Mra. Me-
Kinstry's presence in the barn. The fates were
clearly against him. A woman inthe fight, and
an old one at that! A white woman to be forei-
bly ejected! lan the whole unwritten ecode of
Southwestern chivalry there was no such prece-
dent.

“Stand back,” he said disgustedly to his fol-
lowers, “stand back snd let the d— 4 barn slide.
Bas you, Hiram McKinstry, I'll give you five
minutes to shake yourself clear of your wife's
peiticoals and git!” His biood was ap now—the
quicker for his momeontary weakness and the
trick of whieb bhe thought himself the dupe.

Again the fatal signal seemed imminent, sgaln
it was delayed. For Hiram McKiosiry, with
elanking spurs and rifle in hand, stepped from
behind the barn, full in the presence of his an-
tagonists.

“E2 10 my gitten in dve minits,” be began in
his laziest, drowsisst manner, ‘‘we'll see when
the time's up. But jest now words hev passed
betwix: my wife and Seth Davis. Afore any-
thin' else goes on yer, he's got to take his back.
My wife allows he lies; 1 aliow he liea too, and
[ stan’ here to say In"”

The right of persopal insult to precedance of
redress was too ald a frontier priceciple to be
gaiosaid now. Both parties held back and every
eyve was turned to where Seth Davis bad been
standing. Bat be had disappeared.

Where'

Whean Mrs. McKinstry hurled ber denilal from
the barn, he bad takqn advantage of tlLe greater
surprise to leap to one of the trusses of hay that

rojected beyond the loft and secure a footing

roma which he quick!y serambled through the
open scantiiog to the interior. The master who,
startied by bia voice, had made his way throogh
the locse grain to the rear, reached it as Seth
half crawled, half tumbled through. Theireyes
met in & siagle flash of rage, but before Seth
could utter an outery, tbe master had dropped
bhis zon, seized bim around the neck and
erammed a thick handful of soft bay, be had
burrisdly soatched up, into dis face and gasping
mouth. A furicous but silent struggle ensued;
* the vieldiog hay on which they both fell dead-
eted all sound of a scuflle and concealed them
from view; masses of it, aiready loosened by the
intrader’s entrance, and disloged in their con-
tortions began to slip through the opening to the
round. The master still uppermost and
oldiog Seth firmily down, sllowed himaself to
slip with them, shoving his adversary before
bim: the maddened Miussourian detecting his
purpose, made a desperats sttempt to change
bis position, and succeeded iu raisiog his knee
against the master's chest. Ford, guarding
sgaiost what seemed "0 be only a wrestler's
siratecy. contented himse!f by locking the bent
kuee firmly in that position, and th us unwittingly
gave Setih the looked-for opportunity of drawing
the bowie kuife concealed 10 bhis toot leg. He
kuew his mistake only as Seth viclently freed
Lis arm, and threw it upward for the blow. He
beard the steel slither like a seythe through the
bay. and, unlecking his bold, desperately threw
himself on the uplitted arm. The movement
saved him; for the released body of Seth slipped
rapidly through the opening, upheld for a single
instant on the verge by the grasp of the mas-
tar s two baads on the arm that sl held the
knife, and then dropped bheavily dowunward.
Even then, ths hay that had slipped before
Pim would have Dbroken hLis fall, but
bis head came in viclent eontact
with some farming implements standing against
the wall, and without a ery he was stretched
senseless on the ground. The whole occurrence
passed so rapidly and 8o noiselessiy that not
only did McKinstry's challenge fall upon his al-
ready unconscious ears, but the loosened hay
which, 1a the master’s struzgles to recover him-
self, stili continged to slide gently from the
lofy, actually hid him from the eyes of the spee-
tators wno sought him a moment afterwards. A
mass of bay and wila oats, dislodged apparently
by Mra McKinstry in seeuriog her defenses,
was all that met their syes; even the woman
berself was uzconseious of the deadly struggle
that had taken place above her.

The master siaggered to an upright position
bailf choked aud haif blinded with dust, turgid
anad dbursting with the rush of blood to his head,
but clear and eollected 1n mind, acd unremorse-
fally triumphant. Uscoosecious of the reai ex-
teut of Selh's catastrophe he groped for and
seized his gun, examined the eap and eagerly
waited for a repewed attack. “‘He triad to kill
me; he would have Xillad me; if he comea
again I must kil him." he kept repeating to
himself. It never ccsurred to him that this was
inconsistent with Ris previous thought—indeed,
with the whole tenor of his belief. Perhaps,
the most peacaful man who has been ouce put
im peril of life by an adversary, who bhas recog-
nized desth threatening him in the eye of his
antagonist, is by some strangs paradox not like-
Iy to hold his own life or the life of his advers-
ary as dear!y as before. Everythiog was silent
now. ‘'Thesuspense irritated bhim, he no loager
dreaded vut evea longed for the ehot that would
precipitate hostilities. What were they doingl
Guidad by S.th were they concortiog a fresh
Btiack?

Listening more intsntly, he became aware of
a distant shouting, and even mors distinetly, of
the du'l, beavy tramping of hoofs. A sudden
angry fear that the McKinstrys bad been beaten
off and wers flying—a fear and anger that sow
for the first time i1dentified bim with their cause
same over bhim, and be serambled quickly to-
wards the opsning bLelow. But the scund was
spproaching and with it came a voice.

“Hold oa there, sheri !

It was the voics of the sgent Stacey.

There was a pause of reluetaut murmurioe.
But the warning was enforced by a command
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from another voice—weak, unheroie, bat fa.
miliar, “‘I order this yer to stop—right yer!”

A burst of ironieal laughter followed. The
voice was ['nele Ben's.

“Stand back! Thisis no time for foolin',”
said the sheriff roughlv,

“He's rign:, Sherilf DBrigge,” sald Stacey's
voice hurriedly, *‘vou're acting for him; he's the
owner of the land.”

“What! That Ben Daboey!”

““Yes; he's Daubigoy, who bought the title
from us.”

There was a momentary hush, and then a
horried murmer.”.

*“Which means, gents,” rgse ['ncle Ben's voice
persuasively, ‘‘tbat this yer young man, thoueh
!u-mlnde-:l and well-intended, hez bin a leetle
too chipper and previous in orderin’ out the law,
This yer aia’s no law matter with me, boys. It
ain’t to be settied by law-papers, nor shotguuns
and dericgers. It's suthin’ to bs chawed over
sociable-like, betwaen drinks. Ef any harm hez
bin done, ¢f aoytbin's happened, 1I'm yer to
‘demnify the sheriff, and make it com{’bble ali
round. Yer know me, boys. I'm talkin’. It's
?Q—Damy. or Daubiguy, which ever way you

ike it.”

But in the silence that followed the passions
had not yet evidently cooled. 1t was brokean by
the sarcastiecdrawlof Dick MeKinstry: “°If themn
Harrisons don't mind heven had their medders
trampled over by a few white men, why—"

“The sheriff ez 'demnified for that” inter-
rupted Uncie Ben hastily.

*“'N of Dick McKinstry don't miond the dam-
age to his pants in erawlin’ outo’ guushot 1u tae
tall grass—" retorted Jos Harrison.

“I'm lor to settle that, boys,” said Uncle Ben
ohooﬂu.i y.

“But who'll settle this?" ¢lamored the voice of
she older Harrison from behind the barn where
he bhad stambled in crossing the fallen hay.
“Yer's Seth Davis lyin' in the hay with the top
of bis head busted. Who's to pay for thati”’

There was a rush to the spot, and & quick ery
of reaction,

“Whose work is this!" demanded the sheril's
voice, with official severity.

The master uttered an instinetive exclama-
tion of deflance, ana droppiog quickly to the
barn floor, wounld the next moment bave openaed
the door and declared himself, but Mrs. Me-
Kinsiry, after a single glance at his determined
face, suddenly threw herself before him with
an imperious gestare of silence. Then her voice
rang clearly from the barn:

““Well, if its the houad shat tried to forece his
way in yer, | rackon ye kin put that down to
me!”

CHAPTER X1

It was known to Indian Spriog, the mextday,
amid great excitement, that a serions fracas
bad been prevented oa the ill-fated boundary by
the dramatic appearance of Uncle Ben Dabney,
ot only as a peacs-maker, but as Mr. Daubigoy
the boua fide purchaser acd owner of the land
It was known acd sccepted with great hilarity
that “old marm McKinstry” had defended the
barn alone acd unaided, with—as variously
stated—a piteh-fork, an old stable broom and a
a pail of dirty water, ngainst Harrison, his party
and the entire able posse of the sheriff of
Toolumne county, with no further damage than
s scalp wound which the bead of Seth Davis
received while falling from the loft of the barn

from which be had been dislodged by Mrs Me-
Kinstry and the broom aforesaid. It was known
with unanimous approbation that the acquisi-
tion of the land title by a hitherto humble citi-
zeon of Indian Spring was a triamph of the set-
tlement over foreign interference. But it was
pot known that the schoolmaster was a partici-
pant in the ficht, or even present on tbe spot.
At Mrs. McKinstry'ssuggestion he nad remained
concealed o the loft uctil after the withdrawal
of both parties and the still uneconseious Setb,
When Ford had remonstrated, with the remark
that Seth would be sure to declare the truth
when be recovered his senses, Mra. McRinstry
smiled grimiy: *“I reckon when he comes to
know I was with ye all the time, he'd rather
hev it allowed that I licked him thanm you. I
dou't say be'll let it pass ez far ez you're com-
cerned or won't try to get even with
ye, bus he won't go round tell-
w' why., However.” she added, still more
erimly, “if you think you'rs ekul to teliin’ the
bhull story—how yo kem to be yer, and that Seth
wasa't lyin'arter all when he blurted it out afore
'em—why | sha'n't hinder ye." The master sail
00 more. And indeed ror a day or two pothiog
travspired to show that Seth was not equally
reticent.

Nevertheless Mr. Ford was far from being
satisfied with the issce of his adventura IHis
telations with Cresey were known to the mother,
and altbough she had potagain alluded to them,
she would probadly iaf-rm her husband. Yet
he could not help noticing, with a mingling of
uoreasoniog relief and equally usreasoning dis-
trust, that she exhibited a secornful unconcera in
the matter, spart from the singular use to which
she bad put it. He could hardly count upon
MeKinstry, with his heavy and blind devotion

to Cressy, being as indifferent. Oa the coctrary,
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be had acquired the impression, without ecaring
to examine 1t closely, that hear father wounld not
be displeased at hismarrying Cressy, for it would
really amount to toat. But here again he
was foreed to contemplate wiat he bad always
avoided, the possible meaning and result of their
intimacy. Ino the reckless, thonghtless, extrava-
gant—vyet thus far innocent—induigsuce of theair
mutusl passion, he had nevar spoken of mar-
riage, nor—and it struck him now with the same
incongruous miogling of relief and uneasiness—
had she! Perhape this mignt have arisen from
s0me superstitious or sspsitive recollaction on
her part of her previous enzagement to Setk,
but be remembered now that they had not even
exchanged the venal vows of eternal constancy.
It may scem strange that ia the half dozen
stolen and rapturousinterviews which had taken
place between these young lovers there had been
uo sngeestion of the future, nor any of these
eglowing projects for a united destiny peculiar
to their years and inexperience. They had
lived entirely in a blissful present. with no plaus
beyond their next rendezvous. In that myster-
ious and sudden absorption of eash other, uot
oniy the past, bot the futuore secmed to have
been forgotten.

These thoughts were passing through his mind
the next afternoon to the preindice of that caim
and studious repose which the desertsd school-
bouse wusually superinduced, and which had
been so foudly noted by McKinstry and Uucle
Ben. Toe latter had uot arrived for his usual
lesson; it waa possible tuat undue attention bad
beon attracted to his movements now that bis
good fortune was known; and the master was
alone sava for the occastonal swooning incursion
of a predatory jay in search of crumba from
the chiliren's luncheons, who added apparentlv
quernlous 1osult to the larcenous act. He re-
gretted Uncle [en's absenee, as he wanted to
know more about bis connection with the Har-
rison attack and bis eventual intentions. KEver
since the master emerged from the barn and re-
gained his hotel under cover of the darkness bhe
bhad heard only the vaguest rumors and he pur-
posely avoided direct inquiry.

He had been quite prepared for Cressy's ab-
sence from school that morniag—indeed in his
present vacillatiug mood he had felt that her
presence would have been irksome and embar-
rassing, but it struck him'soddenly and nopleas-
antiy that her sasy desertion at that eritical
moment in the barn had not since been followed
by the least sign of anxiety to know the resalt
of her mother's interference. What did she im-
agine had transpired between Mrs. McKinstry
aud himsell! Iad she confilently expected her
mother’s prompt acceptanee of the situation and
a regoneiliation! Was that the reason why she
had treated that intecruption as lightiy as if she
were already bis recognized betrothed! Had
she even calculated upon it! had she— Hae
stopped. his cheek glowing from irritation nuder
the suspicion and shame at the disloyalty of en-
tertaining it.

Opening bis desk, he began to arrange his pa-
pers mechanically, when he discovered with a
slight fesliog of annoyance that he bad placed
Cressy's bouquet—npow dried apd withersd—in
the same pigeon-hole with the mysterious letters
with which he had so often communed in former
days. lHe at once separated them with a balf-
bitter smile, yet after a moment’s hesitation,
and with his old sense of attempting to revive a
forgotten association, he tried to re-peruse them.
But they did not even restrain his straying
thoughts, nor prevent him from deteeting a
singular occurrence. The nearly-level sun was,
after its old fasbion, zlready hanging the rhad-
owed tassels of the pine bougts like a garland
on the wall. But the shadow seamed to bave
suddenly grown larger and more compact, and
be turned with a guick counsciousness of some
interposing figure at the pamne. Nothing, how-
ever, was to be seen. Yet so impressed bad he
been that be walked to the door and stepped
from the porech to discover the imtruder,
The olearing was deserted, there was a
slight rustling in the adjacent laurels, but no
human being was visible, Nevertheless, the old
feeling of sacurity and isolation, which had
pever been quite the same since Mr. McKin-
stry’s confession, seemod now to have fled the
sylvan school-house altogether, and he some-
what angrily closed his desk, locked it, and de-
termined to go home.

His way lay through the first belt of pines
toward the mioning flat, but, to-day, from some
vaguoe impulse, be turned and followed the ridge.
He had not proceeded far when he perceived
Rupert Filgee lounging befors him on the trail,
and, at a little distance furtheron, his brother
Johnoy. Atthe sight of these two favorite pu-
piis, Mr. Ford’'s heart smote him with a con-
sciousness that he had of late neglected them,
possibly because Rupert's lofty scorn of the
“'silly” sex was not as amusing to him as for-
merly, and poesibly because Jobony's curiosity
bad been &t times obirusive. He, however,
quickened his puce and joined Rupert, layiog
his hand familiarly, as of old, on his shoulder.
To bis surprise, the boy received his advances
with some constraint and awkwardness, glane-
iog uneasily in the direction of Johnoy. A sud-
den idea crossed Mr. Ford's mind.

*“Were you looking fer me at the school-room
just sow!”

*No, sir.”

“You didn't look in at the window to see if I
was there!” eontinued the master.

“iNo, eir.”

The master planced at Rupert. Truth telling
was & part of Rupert's trueulent temper, al-
though, as the boy had often bitterly remarked,
it h .4 always “told sein’ him.”

“All right,” said the master, perfectly con-
vinced. *It mnst have been my fancy; bot I
thought somebody lookea in--or passed by the
window "

But here Johnny, who had overheard the dia-
logue and approached them, suddenly threw him-
geif upon his vrother’'s unoffending legs, and com-
menced to beat and pall them about with unin-
tellible protests. Rupart, without looking down,
said quietly, “'Quit that now—I won't. I tell yeo,”
snd went ibrough certain automatic movements
of diglodzing Jobnny, a8 if he were a mere im-
peding pupny.

“What's the matter. Johnny!” said the master,
to whom these gyrations weres not unfamiliar.

Jobany only replied by anew grip of his
brother's trousers.

“Well, sir,” said Rapert, slightly recovering
his dimples and his readiness, ‘‘Johnoy yer,
wants me to tell ye something. Ef he wasn't
the most original, self-cocking, God-forsaken liar
iu Tojin Spring-—if he dido't lie awake in his
erib mornin's to lovent lies fer the day, I
wouldo't miod tellin' ye, and would hev teld you
before. llowever, since you ask, and since you
think you saw somebody around the school-
house, Johnny yer allows that Seth Davis is
spyin’ round aad followin' ye wherever you go,
and he dragged me down yer to see it. Ile says
he saw him doggin' ye.”

“With a knife aud pithtolth,” added Johnny's
boncdless imagination to the detriment of his
limited facts.

Mr. Ford looked keenly from the one to the
other, but rather with a suspicion that they
were cognizaut of his late fracas than belief ia
the truth of Johnny's statement.

“*And what do you think of it, Rapert?” he
asked carelessiy.

“1 thiak, sir,” said Rupert, ‘‘that allowin'—
for onct —that Johony ain't lriog, mebbee it's
Cressy Mckinstry that Seth’'s huntin' round,
and koowin' that she's always roonnin’ after
you——" he stopped, and reddening with a new-
born sense that his faral trothfulness had led
him into & glaring indelicacy towards the mas-
ter, hurriedly added: *“I mean, sir, that mab-
bee it's Uncle Ben he's jezlons of, now that he's
got rien enough for Cressy to hsav him, and
knowin' he ccmes to school 1o the afternoon
perhaps——"

*'Tain't either!” broke in Johuny promptly.
““Theth's over ther beyond the thchool, and
Crethy's eatin' ithe-cream at the bakerth with
Unele Ben.”

“Well, suppose she fs, Seth don’t know it,
silly!” answered Rupert sberply. Thea mora
politely to the master: “‘That's {t! Seth bas
seen Unce Ben gallivanting with Cressy, and
thx?ka be's bringiog her cver yer. Don't you
gesl"

The master, however, did not ses but one
thing. Tbe girl who had only two days ago
carclessly left it to him to explain u compromis-
ing situation to her mother—this girl who had
precipitated Lim intoa frootier fieht to the peril
of his position and bher good name, was calmly
eating ices with an available suitor without the
least concern of the past. The connection was
perhaps illogical, but it was unpleasant. [t was
the more awkward from the fact that he fancied
that not only Rupert's beauntiful eyes, but even
the infant Johnny's round ones were fixed npon
him with an emuarrassed exoression of hesitat-
iog and feredoding sympathy.

“I think Johany believes what he says—don 't
you Johnny!” be smiled, with an assumption of
cheerful ease, “‘but I see no necessity just yet
for binding Seth Davis over to keep the peace.
Te!l me abont yourself, Rupe. 1 hope Unecle
Ben Coesn't think of chaogiog his yoong tutor
with his good fortune!”

“No, sir,” returned Rupert, brightening: ‘‘he
promisesa 10 take me 10 Sacramento with him as
his private secretary or confidential elerk, yon
koow, ef—ef-—-" he hesitated again with very
un-Rupert-like caation, ‘‘ef things goas he
waots ‘em.” He stopped awkwardly and his
browr eyes became clouded. “Like ez not, Mr,
Ford, he's only foolin' me—and—himsell.” The
boy's eyes sought the master's curiously.

“I don't know about that” returped Mr.
Ford, uueasily, with a certaiu recollection of
Uncle Ben's triumph over his own credulity,
“he surely baen't shown himself a fool or a
boaster so far. ] consider your prospeet a very
fair one, and I wish you joy of it, my boy.” He
ran bis fingers through Rupert's eurls in his
old caressing fashion, the more tenderly, per-
Lapse, that he fancied he still saw symptoms of
storm and wet weather in the boy's brown eyes.
*Run along home, both of you, and doun't werry
yourselves about me.”

He turned away, but had scarcely proceeded
balf a dozen yards hefore be felt a tug at his
coat. Locking down he saw the diminutive
Johony. “Tuey'll be comin’ howe thith way,”
he eaid, reaching up in a boarse confideutial
whisper.

ao“’hbr'

“Crethy and 'im."

But before the master conld make any re-
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sponse to this presumably gratifyiog informa-
tion. Johnny had rejoined his brother. The
two boys wavad their hands towards him with
the same diflident and mysterions aympathy
that left him hesitating between a smile and a
frown, Then h» proceeded on his way. Never-
theless, for no other reason than that he felt a
sudden distate to meeting &any one, when he
reached the point where the trail descended di-
recily to the settioment, he turned into a longer

_and more solitary detour by the woods.

The sun was already so low that its long rays
plerced the forest from beneath and suffused
the dim eclonnade of straight pine shafts witha
colden Laze, while it left the dense intercrossed
branches fifty feet above in deeper shadow.
Walking 1o this yellow twiight, with his feet
poiselessly treadine down the yielding carpet of
pine needles, 1t seemed to the master that he
was passing through the wooda ina dream.
There was no sound but the dull, intermittent,
double knock of tte woodpecker, or the drowsy
croak of some ear!v-roosting bird; all suggestion
of the settlement, with all traces of human con-
tiguity, were left far behind. It was therefore
with a strange and nervous sense of being softly
bailed by some woodlaod spirit that he seemed
to hear his own name faintly wafted upon the
air, He turned quickly; it was Cressy, panting
bebina him. FEwen then, in her white, ¢closely
gathered skirts, her bared head and graceful
arching neek bent forward, her flyiog braids
freed from the straw bat which she bad swang
from her arm so as not to 1mpede her flighs,
there was so much of the following Maenid
about her that he was for an iustant startled.

He stopped; she bounded to him, aud throw-
ing ber arms around his neck with a light
laugh, let’ herseif hang for a moment breath-
less on his breast. Then recovering her speech
stie said, slowly: :

*] started on an Injin trot after you, just as
vou turned off the trail, but yoo'ld got so far
ahead while I was shaking myself clear of Uncle
Ben that I had to ijift lope the whole way
shrough the woods to caten up.” She stopped,
and looking up into his troubled face caughbt his
cheeks between her Lauds, and bringiog his
kuit brows down to the level of ber bumid biue
eyes sald: *You haven't kissed me yet. What's
the matter!”

“Doesn't it strike you that I might ask thas
question, considericg that it's three days since
i've seen you, aud that you left me in a rather
awkward position to explain matters to your
mother!” he said, coldly. He bad formulated
the sentence in his miod some moments before,
but now that it was uttered, it appeared singa-
Inrl;lf‘ weak and impotent.

“That’s #0,” sbe said, with a frank laugh,
burying ber face in his waistcoat. "“You see,
dandy boy ——nis pet name—*'1 reckoned for that
reason we'd better lie low for a day or two.
Well,”" she continued, untying his cravat and
rotving it again, **how did you crawl out of it?”

“Do yon mean to say your mother did not teil
you!” he asked indignautly.

**Why should she,” returped Cressy lazily.
““She never talks to me of these things, honey.”

**And you kpew rothing about iti”

Cressy shook her head, and then winding one
of ber long braids around the young man’s neck,
offerad the end of it to his mouth, and on his
sternly declining it, took it in her own.

Yet even her ignoraucce of what had really
happened did not account to the maeter for the
indifference of her long silence, and albeit con-
scious of some ineflicieney in his present unhe-
roic attitude, he continued sarcsatically,

“May I ask what you imagined wounld happen
when you left mel”

“Well,” said Cressy eonfidently, *‘I reckoned,
chile, vou could lie as we!l as the next man, and
thas beiog gifted you'ld sling Maw something
new and purty. hy, I ain’'t got no faney, but
I fixed up something againat Paw's questioniog
me. I made that conceited Masters promise to
swear shat he was in the barn with me. Then
I calculated to tell Paw that you came meander-
ing along just before Maw popped in, and that
I skeddadled to join Mastera. Of course.” she
added quickly, tightening her hcld of the
mastar a8 he made a sndden attempt at with-
drawal, “1 didn's let on to Masters why I
wanted him to promise, or that you were there.”

“C v."” said Ford, irritated beyond meas-
ure, ‘‘are you mad, or do you thiok [ am!”

The girl's face changed. She cast a half-
frightened, bali-questioning glance at Lis ecyes
and then aro the darkening aisle. “If we're
going to quarrel, Jack,” she said hurriedly,
“*doa’t let's do it before folks,”

“In the pame of beaven,” be said, foilowing
her eyes indigoantly, ‘*what do you mean!”

“] mean,” she sard, with a alight shiver of
resignation and scornm, “if you—oh dear! if it's
all going to be like them, let's keep it to our-
selves.”

He gazed at ber in hopeless bewilderment.
Did she really mean that she was more fright-
ened at the possible revelation of their disagree-
meot thao of their intimacy’!

“Coms,” she continned, tenderly, still glane-
fng. bowever, uneasily around her. *“come!
We'll be more comfortable ia the hollow. It's
only a step.” Still bolding him by her braid,
she half led, half dragged him away. To the
right was oue of those sudden depressions in the
ground caused by the subsidence of the earth
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from hidden springa and the unrooting of one
or twoof the larger trees. When she had
foreed him down this declivity balow the level
of the needle-strewn forest floor, sue seated him
upou » messy root, and shaking out her skirts
in a half childlike, bhall eoquettish way, com-
fortably seated herself in bis lap. with her arm
sub{;lemenllng the eciinging braid around bLis
neck.

*“Now hark to me, and don’t holler so loud,”
sbe said. turning his face to her questioning
eyes. “What's gone of yon, anyway, nigger
boy!™ It should be premised that Cressv's
terms of endearment wersa maicly negro dia-
lectical, reminiscences of her brief babyhood,
her slave nurse, and tke only playmates she
had ever knowa.

Stili implacavie, the master ecoldly repeated
the counts of kis indictments against the girl's
strange indiJerence and still stranger eutangla-
ments, windiog up by setting torth the whole
etory of his interview with her mothor, his eun-
forced defense of the barn, Sath's ovtlspoken se-
cusation, and tbeir silent and farious strupgle
in the loft. Bat it he had expected that this
daughter of a Southwestern fizhter would be-
tray any enthusiasm over hor lover's particips-
tion in one of their characteristic feuds—if he
looked for any fond praise for his own proweass,
he was bitterly mistaken. She loosensd ber
arm from bis neck of her own accord, unwound
the braid, and putting her two little hands
clasped betweeen her kuees, crossed her small
feat before her, and, albeit still in his
Iap. looked the plcture of languid dejection.

*Maw ought to bave more sense, sod you
ought to have lit out through the window after
me,” she said witn a lazy sigh. “Figotin' sin’t
in your line—it's too much like them. Thaat
Seth’s sure to get even with you.”

1 can protect myself.” he #aid haughtily.
Nevertheless he hnd a depressing consciousness
that his lithe and graceful burden was some-
what in tbe way of any heroie expression.

**Seth can lick you cut of vour boots, chile,”
she sald with naive abstraction. Then, as he
struggled to secure an upright position, “‘Don't
get riled, honev. Of course you'id let them kill
you befora you'ld give in. But that's their best
holt—that’s their trade! That's all they can do
—don't you see! Thats where you'rs not like
them—that’s why you're nmot their low down
kind! That's why youre my boy—that's why I
love you!™

She bad thrown bher whole weight again upon
bia shouliders until she had forced him back to
bis seat. Then, with her locked hauds again
around bis neck, she looked intently into his
face. The varyiog colour déropped from ber
cheeks, ber eyes seemed to grow larger, the
same look of rapt absorption and possession
tbat had so transfigured ber vouug face at the
ball was fised upon it now. Her lips parted
slightly, she scemed to murmur rather than
speak:

“What are these people to us! What sre
Seth’s jealousies, Upele Ben's and Masters’s
foolichness, paw and maw's gnarr’ls and tant-
roms to you and me, dear! What is it what
they think, what they reckom, what they plan
out, and what they set themselves against—ito
us! We love each other, we belone to each oth-
er, without their beip or their Lhindrance. From
the time we first saw each other it was so, and
from that time paw and maw, and Soth and
Masters, and even you and me, dear, had noth-
ing else to do. That was love as | know it; not
Seth’s soeaking rages, and Uncle Pen's sneak-
iog fooleries, and Masters's sneaking conceit,
but only love. And knowiag that, I let Seth
rage, and Uncle Ben dawdle, and Masters trifle—
and for what! To keep them from me and my
boy. They were satisfied, and we wers happy.”

Vague acd unreasoning as he knew her speec’
to be, the rap: and perfect conviction with which
it was uttered stageered him.

“But how is this to end, Creasy!” he sald
passionstely.

The abstracted look passed, and the slight
color and delicate mobility of ber face returned.
*To end, dandy boy!” she repeatad, Iazily.* You
didn’s think of marrying me, did you!”

He blushed, stammered and said, *Yes"”
albeit with all his past vacillation sud his pres-
ent distrust of her, transparent oo Lis cheek and
audible in his voice.

*No, dear,” she said quietly, reaching down,
untyiog her little shoe and shakiog the dust and
pioe needles from its recesses, ‘‘no! I don't know
enough to be a wife to vou, just now, and you
koow it. And I couldu’t keep a bouse fit for yor,
and you counldn’t afford to keep me withous it
And then it would be ail kwown, and is
wouldn't be us two, dear, and our lonely meet-
ings any mere. And we couldn't be engaged
~—that would be too much like me and Setn
over again. Thats wbat you mean, dandy
boy—for you're only a dandy bey, you
know, ana they don't get married to
backwood Southeru girlsa who bhaven't & nigger
to bless themselves with since the war! No”
she continued, lifting her proud little head so
promptly aftes Ford had recovered from his
surprise as to make the russ of emptying her
shoa perfeetly palpable; ‘‘no, that's what we've
both allowed, dear, all along. And oow, honey,
it's near time for me to go. Tell me something
good—belfore | go. Tell me that you love me as
you used to—tell me how you felt thas night at

the ball when you first
other. But stop—kiss me

first—there ob¢
more to’ h..” » ._ -
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When Uncle Ben, or “Bon; 1
Fsq.,” as he was already known in the

e A

of the “Star,” accompavied Miss m . ‘ 3

Kinstry on ber way home after the first
of attention and hospitality since his
to wealth and position, be remained for

moments in a state of bewildered and -;,
idicey. It was true that their meeting was
chance and accidental; it was true that she had' |

-
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sccepted his atten'ion with lazy amusement; i¥

was true that she Lad suddenly and
left him on the borders of the

woods in & way that might Jave see

rude snd abrupt to asay

less inviocibly good-humored than
Ben; butlnono cit “thm Mm.p -...ﬂllll
fatuous felicity. Itis even _
gratuitous btelief that his timid attentions
been too marked and impulsive, be
Cressy's flight to a maidenly coyness
pleasurably increased his admiration for
and his confldence in himself. In his

tion of enjoyment and ia the gatbering
ness he ran against a fir tree very much a8
bad done while walking with her, and he
fusedly spologi.zed to it as he bad to her,
her own appellation. In this way be
overran his trail sod found himself

Iy um} ;pok getically in the clearing before
school-house.

“Ef this ain’t the s!aghnlﬂlh‘h'&;“
said, and stopped soddenly. A noise
the school-bouse like the soupd of
wood attracted Lis attention. The master
evidently there. If be was alone he
gpeak to bim.

iie went tc the window, looked in, and in .

instant bis amwble abstraction left him.
erept softly to the door, tried 1l and then
ting his powerful shoulder againat the
forced ihe jock from its fasteniogs. He suten
the room as Seth Davis, frightened and

Jiftad himeelf from before the master’s
which he bhad just broken open.

al sthing in mn-. y==u Eﬁ
ti to cooceal som og '
c‘l:‘:o tho lid again before Uncle Bea Chod

.

Miste®
1

him.

““What mount ye be doin’ here, Seth
be asked with the slow deliberation
that locality meant mischiel

“*And what mount you be doin’ h..b.,

Ben Dabuney!” said Setl, resumiog

ery.

“*Well,” returned Uncle ntin,
in the aisle before bis opponenty~*l
no gherifi’s posss busioess jest now,"d:
to keep my nand io far enul to purtect
folks' property,” he added with a signilie
glance at the broken lock of the desk.
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“Ben Dabney,” said Seth, in m}w

lation, *‘I bain't got no quare’l
"*“Then hand me over whatever
now from teachers desk and well
that afterwards,” said Unecle Ben, ad
“I tell ye I hain't got no quarrl
cle Ben,” continued Seth,
malignant speer; “and when you
tectin’ other folks’ property, mebbe yo'd

. & .

protect your ewn—or what ye'd like so o—s

instead of quarilin’ with the man that’s
yve. I've got yer the proofs that thas K
bonud of a Yankes schoolmaster that Cress
Kinstry's hell beat on, ::&:d t’h::ﬁ::.ll man
old woman are just chuckin' inte '
Iyin’, black-hnrjwd. hypocritieal & S
“Stop!” sa:d Uncle Ben in a voice that
the crazy casement rattie
He strode toward Seth Davis, no
his habitual, careful, hesitating step,
tread that seemed to shake the
room. A single dominant clateh of
ful right band on the
foreed him baekward into
the master. His usually fSorid face had

as gray se the twilight: his menaciog form in &

rmoment [illed the listle room and darkened
windows. Then in some inexplicabld

band tremblingly ou the desk, aad with
otl.er affected to wipe bhis mouth after his
emi arrassed fashion.

“1’hat's that you were ssyin’ o Cressy"

said, buskily.

Too Masy Elephanta.

Wishington Post.

s\t the Clab:

Mr Swallowtall (reading)—There are
thousand elepbaats ia the world,
Guest (huskily)—1is that allt
only & week, and [ had an idea there were ¢

maoy ia this town alone,
-
Anxious te Koow About It Now
Burlington Hawkeye.

It i1s & matter of great grief to Democratd
that Mr. Cloveland was so silent o8
civil-servico reform iu Lis last message. Sined
they are golngont of ofiice ' wonid ""_
liked 2o m o emphatic remarks on 3he subject
the Proaidonts o o

-
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his ficure elightly drooped, he laid one r




